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Summary: Peyton Sawyer died two months ago during the school 
shooting, what happens when someone who looks exactly like her turns 
up to enroll at Tree Hill High? Is it really her and she was 
kidnapped with amnesia or just a doppelganger ? It is a Leyton 
Fic . 


1 . Chapter 1 Thing of the Past 

The halls were dressed in blue and white and the tiles were a checker 
board with humans as the pieces. The whole building sends a chill 
down her spine and reminds her of something out of her nightmares. 

The floor shiny though, just like the water in the mornings, brought 
to a high polish by the caretaker. She does not want to be here. She 
thinks and wraps her arms around her chilled body; this was the last 
place she wanted to be. Unfortunately it is her fault she is here, 
her doing, there is no going back now. 

A new school Again. She quietly made her way into the school entrance 
next to her mother. Miranda. Keeping her head down and her gaze on 
the floor. It was her first day at her new high school and she was 
starting later than she was sure this school normally started. The 
hallways were deafening with its silence threatening to make her turn 
around and run at any time. 'Mom please can I just... be home schooled 
or something?' she queried banding her arms around herself to provide 
herself some sort of comfort. Her frazzled nerves jumped all 
together, and in different directions. 'No you cannot ... your father 
and I didn't move here from Virginia just to home school you... I've 
heard good things about the schools here in Tree Hill, promise me 
Hilarie that your gonna try at this school... I'm serious no more 
smoking, no more drugs and definitely no more drunk driving' she 
rolled her eyes. Miranda wasn't her real mother she was adopted when 
they found her past out on their doorstep last year with no 
recollection about the past seventeen years of her life. They had 
been so good to her and she didn't know what she would do without 
them. All she knew is that she had hair every girl dreamed of; thick. 



blonde and a mess of curls that grew past her shoulder and stopped 
under her chest. Her eyes the color of springtime fern. 

'Okay mom ... fucking fine.' she replied simply but her mother's vice 
grip on her arm forced her to meet her wide cerulean eyes. 'Hilarie 
I'm not kidding with you... don't say one thing and do another'. 

When the flash of annoyance comes so does a bad idea. Isn't it always 
the way? In that moment she funnels all her strength into her feet 
and pushes away from her mother using it to walk towards the 
enrollment office, mouth shut and hands relaxed. In the long run it's 
better that way. If she speaks while she's as pissed as she is, she 
will be crying by bedtime, perhaps for a long time to come. When 
she's steady, when she remembers that her mother only wants what's 
best for her, then they will talk. But she shouts bitterly one final 
sentence whilst nearing the blue door she can see. 'I've got it from 
here mom, you can go now... see you at home'. 

Until then, it's the open blue door, the ground beneath her feet and 
the chilled air in her tousled blond curls. She needs an adventure, 
needs to spread her wings and test her abilities. She understands. 

But it doesn't mean she has to like it. Her sneakers scuff as she 
stops in the doorway of the enrollment office, wrapping her knuckles 
on the wooden door to make her presence known. The man in the chair 
was probably round about sixty years of age, stout looking with a 
blue baseball cap on and thinning white hair. The map of wrinkles on 
his face told of the most incredible journey. His eye lines told of 
laughter, of warm smiles and affection. But somehow a hidden pain of 
loss . 

On said blue baseball cap read the name Whitey, was that his 
name ... she didn't know. _'Perhaps I should break the ice' _she 
thought to herself leaning heavily against the door. This man clearly 
hadn't acknowledged her presence yet. 'Hey mister. What's red and 
green and goes a million miles per hour? ' what an idiot no one knew 
that one, it was a joke strictly between her and her dad. The only 
thing that had stuck with her, ever since she woke up last 
year . 

'Frog in a blender ... we ' ve heard it all before Miss Sawyer' she 
furrowed her brow why the hell was he calling her that. 'Actually 
it's Wolf' she corrected as she watched the man finely look up from 
his paper and she practically saw the blood drain from his skin and 
every movement suddenly became robotic as he placed a shaking palm on 
his mouth. She watched as he practically fell over himself trying to 
get up, then walked towards her slowly looking at her as if he had 
just seen a ghost from his past. 'Oh dear lord...' he drawled out as 
he stopped right in front of her taking in her every detail, she felt 
naked under his gaze and shuffled her feet uncomfortably before 
raising her chin and pulling her leather backpack back up to rest on 
her shoulder, 'I'm here to enroll my name's Hilarie Wolf I just 
transferred here, you spoke on the phone to my mom last night ... she 
was here but I told her I could do it by myself' she watched as the 
man gaped at her almost in a dream like trance, as she gave him a 
warm smile before he nodded gruffly making his way on unsteady feet 
to his desk and coming back over to hand her a black pen and 
clipboard with the enrollment details on. 


'Thank you' she spoke as neared over to the chair that sat opposite 
the tiny office space, but this man's voice stopped her dead in her 



tracks . 


'I'm sorry... I don't mean this to sound inappropriate Miss... Saw- I 
mean Wolf but can I give you a hug' to say she was caught of guard by 
the crack in this elderly man's voice, she would've laughed if he 
didn't sound so sincere and emotionally broken down. 

The only thing she could do was is force a smile an bob her head in a 
gesture that meant by all means. Instantly she was wrapped in a warm 
swaddle of arms. She towered over him standing awkwardly while he 
practically crushed the life out of her a choked breath exiting his 
mouth as he pulled away. This whole thing seemed way to weird, a 
heavy silence settled over them, thicker then the uneasy tension in 
the atmosphere. 

'I'm gonna go ahead and feel this out' she drawled moving from the 
much shorter person and plopping herself down in the uncomfortable 
looking chair. She filled out the paper work rapidly, to be honest 
she just wanted to get the hell out of this office. It 
seemed . . . odd . 

Out of her peripheral vision she could still see this man, gawking at 
her. It was starting to do a little more than piss her off, it was 
starting to make her extremely angry. ' Ok . . . I don't want to seem 
disrespectful or anything but what are you staring at?' she queried 
finishing the last of the paper work and standing up to set it on the 
desk that was filled with a bunch of crap about basketball state 
championships . 

She watched as he continued to stare before shaking himself from his 
trance. 'You... you just remind me of someone is all... it's quite 
uncanny actually. Are you sure your real?' what sort of question was 
that, of course she was real she was here, she was breathing, she was 
Hilarie. She opened her mouth to retort when a masculine voice 
nearing the office stopped her dead and she turned to face the shut 
door . 

'Hey Whitey...me and the boys are gonna hit the gym to pract . . . ' this 
guy, this very attractive guy had the same reaction as the man known 
as Whitey did earlier. His ice blue eyes wide with what could only be 
placed with shear shock. Why was she having this effect on people, 
why couldn't she just have a normal day at her new school without 
staring at her like she was bloody marry herself. She took note of 
this guys appearance, his hair raven dark yet poker straight making 
his complexion appear paler than she was sure normal for 
him . 

'P...Pey...' she didn't see Whitey shaking his head behind her at the 
tall brunette boy in the doorway. 'My name's Hilarie Wolf I just 
transferred' she repeated her words from earlier, trying to remove 
some of the tension radiating of both men. 

' Na ... Nathan ' she nodded mutely as she took his hand and shook it 
lightly. His palms were sweaty making her cringe internally. _Nice. 
_She thought to herself. 

His stare was as uncomfortable as a chorus-girl corset and had the 
same effect on Hilarie 's breathing, constricted and shallow. There 
seemed to be so many questions behind his eyes... but mostly mere. 
Every move he made betrayed his intentions and none of them were 



noble. 'Nate... will you start showing Miss . . . Sawy . . . I mean Wolf 
around the school' she watched as Whitey fell into a nearby chair and 
her pale olive eyes looked in the boy known as Nathan's 
direction . 

'Ye... Yeah sure ... come on...' she grabbed her back pack and made out 
the door with him shutting the door on her way out. The last glimpse 
she saw of Whitey was him with a hand to his heart, shitting a brick. 
She didn't know why. 

Once she turned around she was met with the dark haired boy's 
electric blue eyes running over her. It was almost like he was 
undressing her with his gaze. Before she could speak he slapped a 
hand on her forearm, it didn't hurt but it did catch her of 
guard . 

'What the hell dude?' That was the breaking point of her patience. 

Why was everyone acting like freaks, this place was weird she didn't 
like it. 'I'm sorry I just had to know if you were real, my god you 
look just like... this is so weird' she raised a brow at his rambling 
a breathy laugh leaving her throat. 'Ok... why does everyone keep 
doing that seriously, I'm new I didn't expect my first day to be like 
this... like at all' she said letting out a wry laugh and before she 
knew it she was crushed into this guys chest, so tight she couldn't 
breath . 

_Ok...What the fuck?_ 

After an uncomfortable three minutes of him hanging onto her for dear 
life, he finally let go. 'This is so fucking weird... the resemblance 
is...' his voice had a hard edge to it, frightened and confused. She 
cut him off. 'Ok your meant to be showing me around so I don't get 
lost at lunch time so can we get to it' she wasn't in the mood for 
his crap anymore and could feel herself beginning to loose 
control . 

' Ye ... Yeah ... sorry ... ' she turned around and the pair made their way 
down the isolated corridor in silence, but she could feel him gaping 
at her. 'My name's Nathan... by the way' she nodded before responding 
politely, 'Hilarie' was all she murmured. 

She was so lost in her own thoughts that she didn't see them pass, 
what appeared to be a shrine with a photograph of what appeared to be 
her ' doppelganger ' and roses. But Nathan sure did looking from the 
photo of his deceased friend to the living reincarnation of what 
appeared to be someone who looked exactly like her. 

Peyton Elizabeth Sawyer 

June 19th 1987 - March 1st 2006 

A beautiful person, a loving friend. 

Gone but never forgotten. 

Little did she know that her life was about to turn upside down in 
ways that not even she deemed possible. 



><p>AN: I know it's different but I hope you liked it, I might make 
it a one shot but if you want me to continue it. I'll be happy to do 
so. Read and Review. 

LeytonFan4Eva xxx 


2. Chapter 2 Wide awake and Dreamin' 

**Guest** - I hope this chapter has you on the edge of your seat 
thank you for reviewing. 

**Leyte** - You'll be finding out whether she's Peyton or a 
doppelganger in chapter 5. Plus I always like to see new reviewers 
thanks for the review. 

**Guest** - Thank you I hope you'll enjoy reading this chapter. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p> ' So you just gonna keep staring at me, I mean not to be rude or 
anything Nathan but it's kind of creepy' she rambled as he stopped 
frantically in outside a set of navy blue double doors. 'Your telling 
me; she caught onto him mutter, turning back to face her. She felt an 
all new, white hot surge of annoyance spark through her. She had 
never been one to appreciate all the attention on her.<p> 

It made her mad. Really mad. I mean what is a person to do in a 
situation like that? it was as awkward as awkward gets. She continued 
to struggle with herself as he looked her up and down again almost 
like he was imprinting her into his mind or trying to decipher what 
was real and what was simply delusions of grandeur. She guessed the 
later. The thought to tell him to piss of if he was just gonna keep 
gawking at her briefly crossed her mind but she thought against it, 
she didn't want to risk eating lunch in a toilet stall because of 
destroying any chances of developing a friendship. She forced her 
witch like green eyes to meet those of his icy ones. She leaned on 
the white brick wall opposite the double doors. 'So where ya from?' 
Nathan queried, she decided to keep it short and sweet not really 
wanted to give to much away about her life story. She couldn't 
exactly go yeah I was found on a doorstep last year, that would 
definitely cause someone to run for the hills. 

'Well I'm from Richmond, Virginia. I live with my mom, my dad and 
older brother Derek but it ' s just me and my mom at the moment because 
dad's away on business and Derek is away at Uni' His eyes were wide 
in disbelief and she could tell his brain cogs were turning trying to 
process the information she had just shared with him, if anything it 
seemed to make him all the more confused. She let out an exasperated 
sigh, but just as she thought he wasn't gonna say anymore and it'd go 
back to being that same deafening silence from earlier his voice 
throaty to her delicate ears breaking through the hollow air and 
sounding awfully morbid. 'I... I don't mean to stare, it's just 
you . . . I had a friend, a close friend who died a little while 
back... you kind of remind me of her' slivers of dread crawled down 
her back like icy raindrops down a window pane. She couldn't even 
imagine how hard that must have been. 'Oh my god . . . I ' m . . . I ' m so 
sorry ... how? ' she watched as he stole himself letting out a long 
steady breath. 'There was this... a school shooting here not so long 
ago, a troubled kid named Jimmy Edwards shot her... my older brother 



Lucas went in to save her, and she said she was fine that she hadn't 
been hit. So we all went to look for his girlfriend Peyton's best 
friend Brooke and my wife Haley' the shock was evident on her 
features, not so much because he was married so young but because the 
story was... deep. 

She listened intently as he continued. 'When we found them, Jimmy had 
already committed suicide, the FBI escorted us all out of the school 
and to reunite with out parents. I didn't know... none of us did... we 
didn't realize how much pain she was in. Lucas was the one to go over 
and see if she was alright then she just collapsed on him. She was 
shot in the stomach. I still don't get how we didn't see it... when we 
took her to the hospital the doctors came out saying she had lost to 
much blood and that they did everything to save her but couldn't. 
Lucas hasn't been the same since... none of us have... but I think 
that's about to change...' she didn't know what he meant by that, all 
she could think about was the scar at the side of her abdomen. 

Nausea, for so many reasons she couldn't have identified the root 
cause. Perhaps it was because when she woke up in the morning she 
hadn't expected to hear such a chilling story on her first day at a 
school that she knew zero to nothing about. 

' Wow ... talk-less ' was all she found her parched lips would mumble the 
hoarseness in her own voice throwing her off completely. She saw a 
brief flicker of something cross over his features but it was gone as 
soon as it came. She had no choice but to say something before it 
went back to that same insufferable quietness from before. 

' So . . . urn . . . what ' s going on in there?' she asked drawing both their 
attention to the double doors where now whoops and cheers could be 
heard. 'The basketball players and the cheerleaders' she smiled at 
him so use to grinning it was easy. But the sudden feeling of 
curiosity gripped her as she moved towards the double doors with an 
extended arm. 'You shouldn't do that, Whitey will be here soon, then 
we can introduce you to everyone' an emotion only known as fear 
knotted in her intestines and compressed itself in her chest, the 
reality of being hundreds of miles from all that was familiar 
starting to hit home. 

'There ya'll are . . . Pey . . . I mean Hilarie can you wait out here whilst 
Nate and I go into warn them your coming before we introduce 
you . . . you know how excited people get when they find out a new kid is 
coming' she nodded mutely watching as they practically stumbled into 
the gym before the door was slammed shut in her face. And she was 
finally able to be left alone with her thoughts. Every passing moment 
that went by threatened to send her into overdrive her head telling 
her to run for the hills and get the hell out of dodge but her heart 
telling her to stay, be a little nosy even and eavesdrop on what the 
hell was happening in there. So without even a conscious thought she 
listened to her heart and propelled towards the daunting doors 
creaking it open just a crack so she could get a glimpse. 

She squinted her pale lime green eyes, when they adjusted to the 
inside she could see Whitey and Nathan with a group of basketball 
players and cheerleaders in total probably four basketball players 
and five cheerleaders. She caught onto an attractive raven haired 
girl who was no doubt miss popular of the school making her way over 
to stand next to a tall blond... she felt herself flush instantly an 
all new level of inquisitiveness gripping her and butterflies 
beginning to swarm within her. She couldn't keep her eyes of the 
ultimate effect - he was magnetic, compelling - but it was more 



angelic than just being unbearably hot. Hotness suggested a lust that 
she rarely surrendered to and was to bland of a word. His 
blondey-brown hair was thick and neatly styled but at the same time 
stuck out wildly. And underneath all that basketball gear she could 
tell there lay a chiseled muscular body just by looking at the muscle 
on his arms and legs. 

It was no surprise that this pretty dark haired girl had already 
locked him down already. She was brought out of her train of thought 
when coach Whitey started speaking. 'So guys, gals were gonna be 
having a new girl joining ... this might confuse ya'll very much 
but...' her vision snapped to Nathan's tall form as he burst out 
sounding delirious - 'I can swear she ' s . . . she ' s ' but Whitey cut him 
short. 'You guys need to...' she takes note of how he clears his 
throat before talking again, ' to ... pr ... prepare yourselves for what 
ya'll are about to see' he drawled out and she found her breath 
catching in her throat as she awaited patiently what would happen 
next. 'Why?' came a raspy voice that seemed to belong to the brunette 
bimbo who currently had her hands entwined with the hot shot blond as 
she pursed her lips. 

'Weird's not even the word ... it ' s ... impossible ... you won't get it now 
and i'm not sure how you guys are gonna react' she furrowed her brows 
at that pushing her tongue to the roof of her mouth, watching as 
another one of the cheerleaders stepped next to Nathan. She 
over-identified the soulful looking petite blond, wistfully looking 
at Nathan. She assumed this to be his wife. Her eyes drifted to the 
squinting blond who she had practically just been drawling over, who 
had seemed to of visibly tensed and she could tell that he was 
getting impatient. 'Well why don't you just bring her in so we can 
see her. She can't be as hot as my cheery over here' In that moment a 
sense of self-consciousness washed over her and she felt her heart 
pick up speed, a red hot hear rising to her cheeks. 

'I'm not sure it's such a good idea anymore... I don't know how you 
guys will handle it, I thought I was hallucinating at first, if 
Whitey hadn't been there and able to see her as well I would of put 
it down to seeing a ghost' she had to double take at that, what the 
hell was he talking about? she continued to listen. 'Nate honey your 
not making any sense' his wife said to him. She watched as Nathan's 
icy eyes locked with the broody looking blond. 'It's Peyton okay...' 
that's when she saw the blond's jaw clench, his eyes widening and 
fists balling. 'What about Peyton Nate... she's dead baby' to say she 
was confused was an understatement, she was lost. She heard a 
strangled sob tear it's way from Nathan's throat as he tried to 
compose himself before speaking again. 'It's Peyton or it 
isn ' t . . . I . . . I don't know she looks exactly like her' she jumped at 
the blond's sudden booming voice. 

'SHE'S DEAD NATE ... PEYTON IS DEAD! OKAY I SAW HER, I HELD HER IN MY 
ARMS SHE'S DEAD!' he roared from the top of his lungs. 'Luke... baby 
calm down' she heard said bimbo croak holding onto his arm as he took 
a threatening step forward. Why was this guy so upset all of a 
sudden? Then she pieced what Nathan had told her all together this 
had to be Lucas ... Nathan ' s older brother who had watched this girl 
Peyton kick the bucket in his arms. The brunette Brooke and the blond 
beside Nate ... Haley . 'But she looks exactly like her...' she let out 
an audible gasp as she watched the athletic looking blond she now 
knew as Lucas throw his fist forward crashing it hard against his 
younger brothers cheek. With such brutality his head whipped to the 



side with a sickening crunch and the connection from the impact 
echoing of the gym walls. There was a brief pause where Nathan didn't 
respond and then all hell broke loose right before her eyes in zero 
to ten seconds. 

She watched as the two brothers fell to the floor in full brawl, 
faces red with effort. 'LUCAS!' his girlfriend Brooke and Nathan's 
wife exclaimed in unison as the fellow basketball players intervened 
to pull them apart. 'WHITEY YOU GOTTA TELL HIM!' she heard Nathan 
cry, it was fairly obvious he was talking with blood in his mouth at 
this point. Lucas tried to go in for him again but was stopped by 
Whitey's gravelly voice preventing him from proceeding with the 
attack. 'His not joking... I was there, it was so uncanny' she looked 
to Brooke as she piped up, 'That's a sick joke'. She waited for 
Nathan's comeback but it didn't happen and when she saw him turn away 
from the gang and start towards her, she let out a sharp gasp. She 
was mercifully fast, having propelled away from the door like she had 
just been burned by kettle water. She stood there routed to the spot, 
panic gripping her as she wracked her mind for the appropriate thing 
to do. Horribly conscious that there was indeed no where to 
hide . 

She sucked in a sharp breath as the door creaked open and out stepped 
Nathan looking beaten. She felt almost too embarrassed to him talk to 
him, worried his X-Ray vision would turn out the contents of her 
addled brain. 'Time to meet everyone' was all he said and she found 
herself at a loss for words. No words were spoken as he gripped her 
wrist unexpectedly. With a reassuring nod and watery smile he pushed 
the gym doors open where she could automatically hear Lucas's screams 
of anger that was suddenly cut short when all the attention became 
hers. 'Oh my god' said the petite blond she now knew as Haley as she 
took an uneasy step forward raising a shaky palm to her mouth. All of 
them having paled evidently, like Nathan and coach Whitey had 
earlier. They looked white as sheets. Her eyes searched all their 
shocked faces the same expression etched on all their features, the 
two girls and a few girls looking at her with teary eyes making her 
feel extremely uncomfortable. This school was a... a freak 
show . 

Involuntarily her olive eyes snapped to the tall dirty blond who 
looked like he was just about ready to collapse her breath catching 
as their eyes locked. They were breath taking the kind of blue that 
you'd drown in made from the lightest shade, cauliflower blue. 

He looked faint and in denial, she searched his face, like it'd 
somehow answer the questions swarming around in her brain. He began 
taking unsteady steps towards her almost like he was in some 
catatonic trance. Against her better judgement she feels herself 
retreating until she hits what she's sure to be Nathan's chest. 

'Guys, gals this is Hilarie she's just transferred from Clovers Field 
High in Richmond, Virginia make her feel welcomed' Whitey spoke. 

'This is unreal' came Haley's voice sounding small. She continued to 
stare wide eyed at Lucas as he came to a stop in front of her. She 
can feel her breathing start to speed up, her heart threatening to 
burst forth from her chest. Not comfortable with how close 
this... this stranger was to her. His whirlpool of blue swam with 
tears. The coward part of her wanted to run away and without a 
side-ward glance but some stubborn, strong willed side of her wanted 
to know more. She felt her cheeks flush under his intense gaze and 
she found herself suddenly finding the loose white strand on her 



white long sleeve Henley top all the more interesting. 

She felt like his stare was to much, wrapped in a tsunami of what 
could only be described as love and pure utter confusion and another 
peculiar look in his eyes that seemed to have the power to hypnotize 
her and scare her... scare her more than anything. She sucked in a 
sharp breath as he lifted his large calloused hand fingering one of 
her sun-kissed blond curls. 

'Luke...' came a raspy voice that she could quite place but she was 
sure it belong to his 'cheery' girlfriend as he so liked to put it. 

He ripped his hand away from her hair like she had just burnt him 
causing her to let out a small surprised whimper. 'I... I can't' was 
all he said as he sped past her and Nathan and out of the gym. 

'LUCAS!' Haley and his cheerleader Brooke shouted in unison. 'Just 
let him go' Nathan's drained voice rumbled against her back. Said 
brunette bimbo plastered an uneasy smile on her face walking towards 
her. 'Hi Peyt . . . I mean Hilarie...I know you must be so confused. . .my 
name is Brooke Davis welc ... welcome to Tree Hill High' she just about 
managed to croak out . 

She didn't like this one bit. It all f elt ... wrong . MESSED UP! she 
wanted to go home, she had to get out of here and quickly. She shook 
her head mutely before she swiveled round, moving past Nathan and 
spiriting out of the gym. Gasping through the fire in her lungs, her 
sneakers pounding painfully against the hard polished floor of the 
corridor. She needed to get out of here. She let out a desperate gasp 
feeling herself begin to tire and as she rounded the corner she 
smashed into a broad chest bring the person down to the floor with 
her . 

'Oh god... I'm so sorry' she rushed out as she begun to get up. And 
fast. She looked down to be met with wild yet fiery blue eyes boring 
back up at her and instantly knew it to be Nathan's older brother 
Lucas eyes red and puffy looking like he had been through it all. She 
felt the heat rise to her cheeks when she realized she was straddling 
him and got up unsteadily. Her eyes drifting to him as he did the 
same, dusting himself off. His jaw was clenched, body rigid and eyes 
reflecting a coldness that did a little more than just put her on 
edge. She simply just stares at him and he does the same, until she 
can stand it no longer. She's done nothing to him, to any of them. 

She raises her chin in an attempt to look strong, pulling the strap 
of her backpack roughly back over her shoulder and proceeded to walk 
past him. Could this day get any more weird? 

'Hey' she reluctantly turns round thinking she had just imagined him 
speaking to her but it is confirmed when his looking back at her, his 
voice deeper than she imagined it to be. 'I'll be seeing ya ' it 
sounded bitter and forced to her ears, she didn't smile at him or 
flush like she thought she would. She was better than that. She 
nodded mutely walking away from him without a glance back, because 
what she had heard had freaked her out more than anything. 

Who the hell was Peyton Sawyer? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>AN: There is chapter 2 read and review. Happy 
reading . 



LeytonFan4Eva xx 


3. Chapter 3 Impossible 

**Guest**- Thank you for your feedback and I'm glad you liked it. I 
hope you enjoy this chapter as much as you enjoyed the last 
one . 

**Tpassions** - Thanks for reviewing, i'm glad your liking the drama 
haha . 

* *PSawyerLove* *- Thanks for the review, I'm pleased that your 
intrigued and would love to hear what you think on this 
chapter . 

**Guest** - Hey Talz I always like hearing from someone new. I'm glad 
your excited and I really hope you like this chapter. 

**Guest** - Your comment made me laugh. Here is that update you 
wanted Lol thanks for the review. 

**Guest** - Thanks for the compliment. I hope you enjoy. 

**Elena** - Chapter 3 is here and ready for you to read. Thanks for 
reviewing and happy reading. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>He couldn't believe it, there was no way this was happeningaC | it 
wasn't possible. Peyton Sawyer was dead. His Peyton was dead. He saw 
her, held her in his arms and she was gone. It was impossible. It had 
to be some sick joke or a mistake. But it wasn'ta€| she had her thick 
tumbles of blond curls, streaked with warm reddish hues and 
butterscotch . Her eyes the same washed out green, like she's cried 
too many times and the color ran. The desolation he felt was all 
consuming. His mind becoming an icy wasteland, the wind howling in 
his soul and wrapping icy tentacles around his heart so tightly it 
almost stopped beating. He had been so dead set on getting away from 
Peyton 2.0 that he hadn't even realized that he had keeled over to 
vomit in the outdoor bin.<p> 

With one violent contraction the congealed contents of her stomach 
emerged in the morning light, nothing digested since the evening 
before. His muscles contracting violently as if expelling his guts 
was on the agenda. The bulk of the vomit was already cold inside the 
bin but still his innards heaved to bring up only dribbles of vivid 
yellow bile. Once done, he pulled back breathless his lungs feeling 
like they were filling with water with zero space for air, inflating 
them felt like pushing up a lead weight on his chest, he sucked in 
the air as if it were treacle, and slowly stood to from his hunch 
over position to his full height of six foot two. Wiped his mouth on 
his sleeve then made off back inside towards the men's room to wash 
his hands. 

Once done in there he had spent a good probably three minutes 
wandering the corridors trying to rid the thought of Peyton out of 
his mind, if it even was her. When it happened as he turned the 
corner... a flash of blond curls, an impact smashing right into his 
chest, so strong it literally knocked the wind right out of him as 



well as knocking him off his feet. Once his blue eyes were able to 
focus properly and see the person who had practically thrown them 
self at him he felt a breath catch in his throat, praying to god she 
hadn't noticed. When their eyes met it was like time stopped itself, 
pin-drop silence...? How was that remotely possible with his heart 
somersaulting. He watched her cheeks turned red visibly in front of 
his eyes, no doubt having noticed their current position with her 
straddling him. She got to her feet and he did the same fixing her 
with a glare that could've frozen the pacific. They stayed like that 
for a good three minutes, his eyes had a deadness, a stillness. The 
boy who once laughed often, the one who was everyone's friend had 
developed a hardness. It was as if she could read everything Lucas 
blamed her for in one extended glare and forgiveness wasn't an option 
anymore ... but what had she done. 

Truth was it was his guilt perhaps if he'd saved her, got to her 
faster things would have been different. He watched as she 
straightened herself then made to walk past him. 'Hey...' he forced 
out turning towards her, and literally having to stop the blush 
creeping to his cheeks when her eyes met his. 'I'll be seeing ya ' it 
came out forced and bitter. It just didn't seem right. Saying it to 
someone who might not be her but in fact was the spitting image. He 
watched her turn away from him not reacting one bit just walking off 
to wherever the hell she had decided she was going. 

He'd never felt more alone in his life. Some people would revel in 
the sensory calm that isolation can bring, and the creativity it can 
bring to life. But at this moment for Lucas, being alone was his 
worst nightmare. The memories of that day plaguing him, his deepest 
fears clawing at the base of his throat and burying themselves in his 
chest, quickening the gentle thud of his heart. 

Shutting out the plague of white, he drifted into a world of his own, 
memories dancing with fantasies until the line between them was 
blurred . 

There was only so long he could hide before life started breaking 
down his walls. Hands down the day he had lost Peyton Sawyer was the 
day his life had ended. 

~k ~k ~k ~k 


**He walked fast paced desperate to find Brooke. He had found Peyton 
hiding out in the library and now that he knew she was okay he could 
focus all his attention on finding Brooke. He looked behind him to 
see if Peyton was following after him and found her pressed against a 
nearby wall her face gaunt and pale, breathing heavy. 'Peyton...?' it 
came out as a question but she smiled at him weakly before pushing 
herself of the wall. 'It's f ine . . . I . . . I ' m okay I promise...' he took 
a step towards her but she put her hand up... 'Luke everything is 
fine' his eyebrows knitted together, why did she look like that . . . so 
weak and frail, he wasn't stupid something had to be up. The need to 
save her was beginning to over rule everything. ' Peyton ... promise me 
that your alright' he spoke firmly and watched as she nodded mutely 

giving him the ounce of hope he needed to continue his quest. 

* * 


**He continued walking forward when his ears were met with a loud 
gunshot which gave him the strength he needed to burst into that 
nearby classroom where he was sure everyone was being held captive. 



His eyes were met with the sight of his former friend Jimmy Edwards, 
although he didn't know if he could quite classify him as his friend 
anymore. Jimmy was dead, eyes fixed and vacant, his chest blown open 
from the self inflicted gunshot wound. Lucas crouched over him, one 
hand over his still chest. He was gone. He picked up his hand, so 
cold and pale, closing his eyes for just a moment. In that eternal 
second he felt his presence. Jimmy's spirit was gone. ** 

**'Luke...' he heard the croaky voice of his girlfriend say laced 
with tears. He placed Jimmy's hand by his side and got to his feet 
blinking back tears as Brooke smashed into his chest. 'It's 
okay ... everything is okay now' he murmured into her dark brown hair. 
He looked over to the doorway where he could see his younger brother 
Nathan and best friend Haley asking Peyton if she was okay and yet 
again she nodded mutely plastering a smile onto her face. ** 

* * At that precise moment the FBI smashed into the room shouting 
various orders, and escorting all of them out of the building. He 
sucked in a sharp breath once they were outside, and could see his 
mother and uncle Keith waiting for him almost bringing tears of joy 
to his eye. He was only a few meters away from his mom, the others 
behind him grins on their faces happy to get out. When it 
happened ... * * 

**'Oh my god...' he heard Brooke rasp next to him, and he followed 
her eyes to just in time to see Peyton stumble forward, he acted 
without thinking and caught her before she could hit the concrete 
floor. ' Peyton ... what ' s wrong?' he queried frantically his blue eyes 
searching over her fragile form frantically. When he caught sight of 
her petite pale hand bloody and clutching her abdomen, he shakily 
removed her hand his eyes going wide with fear, as the realization 
dawned. ' Peyton ... you promised' he sounded like an innocent child 
that was refusing to accept the inevitable. He looked urgently to 
Nathan who was now crouched beside the pair also, as Haley and Brooke 
had started all out sobbing and the others watched not sure what to 
do... frozen in shock and fear for their friends life. ** 

**'HELP! ' he heard his brother shout with panic as he witness her 
guts come tumbling out of her mouth. She lay in agony as her stomach 
ripped open and all her 'stuff' poured out. She drooled red blood. 
'Peyt...stay with me... Peyton' he shook her as she just lay limp, her 
green eyes that use to hold so much life and soul in them now dull 
and frozen open in shock ... unresponsive ... just gone. His warm hand 
fell softly on her cold skin. He placed his hand over her chest that 
did not seem to rise or fall anymore, that contains no beating heart. 
His tears splash onto her top and as he kissed her forehead they 
rained down onto her eyes. He heard Nathan sob from opposite him as 
he shook his head mutely, refusing to believe that he hadn't seen she 
was hurt sooner. It was all his fault.** 

**' Peyton ... no ... come back to me... please' was all he could say as he 
felt his mother lay a hand on his shoulder. He begun repeating the 
words like a mantra, like just by saying it, it would bring her back. 
He felt his uncle beginning to pull him away from her as Paramedics 
were coming closer and he fought hard against him. 

' PEYTON ... NO ... PEYTON ! ' He screamed over and over his blue eyes 
flooding with tears as he was dragged away from the shell of the girl 
that he once loved so much, the girl that he would never ever be able 
to tell to how he felt. The girl who he was in love with. The future 
mother of his kids, his future wife. ** 



He watched her until she was out of the door. His eyes stinging with 
tears that he refused to let spill over. She couldn't be 
Peyton ... could she? he watched her die. He cleared his throat rubbing 
at his eyes. There was no way he was gonna stick around for the rest 
of school now, he wanted to go home. So he did he took all of the 
shit he needed out of his locker and disappeared out of the school 
exit and of the school premises. He wasn't going to even bother 
telling Brooke where he had gone, seeing that new girl who looked 
exactly like his late true love had awakened something within in that 
had died the day, Peyton died. 

He sped most of the way home, determined to put as much distance 
between him and Peyton 2.0 as possible. He refused to call her 
Hilarie, he couldn't wrap his head around it ... something just felt 
all wrong about it. Once at his house he stormed through his front 
door and was about to run upstairs and shut himself in his room when 
his Uncle Keith's voice stopped him. 'Lucas' he closed his eyes 
before retreating backwards into the living room until he was facing 
his uncle's expectant stare. 'Why aren't you in school?' he slumped 
sitting down in the chair opposite him. 'Something weird happened 
today' he admitted. 'What...?' he snapped at that standing up again 
sharply then begun pacing the living room. 'I DUNNO ... SOMETHING 
REALLY FUCKED UP IS GOING ON ! ' he roared making his uncle stand to 
his feet also. 'Okay Lucas calm down... your scaring me... why are you 
acting like this... start from the beginning' he looked to his uncle 
his icy eyes suddenly glassy with those same unshed tears from 
earlier. 'This is gonna sound crazy but I don't think Peyton's dead' 
he choked out as his uncle's eyes widened visibly. 'What?' he shook 
his head mutely before repeating himself. 'Peyton is alive...' he 
said, he sounded delirious to his own ears. ' Lucas ... Peyton 
she ' s . . . she ' s dead' his uncle said firmly and Lucas shoved him away 
viciously . 

'I KNOW WHAT I FUCKING SAW' he screamed from the top of his lungs. 
'Lucas she's dead... her father buried her a month ago' his uncle 
challenged. 'There's this new girl... she looks exactly like her and I 
don't mean like a twin. I mean exactly like her they even talk the 
same and smell the same... I can't explain it' he rambled as his uncle 
pulled him into a fierce hug. 'Lucas whatever you saw... it can't be 
her' His eyes became glacier blue under the sheen of water, constant, 
yet allowing the tears to flow without pause. In that moment as his 
eyes his reflection in the mirror above the couch, in seeing his own 
reflection he understood the depth of pain that had been sitting 
below his skin. 'It's all my fault' he whispered almost inaudibly 
hugging his uncle tighter. 

Maybe this was the acceptance stage of his grief. Maybe that girl 
wasn't Peyton after all or maybe she was. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>AN: Sorry for the wait. Hope you enjoy, please read and review. 
Until next time. 
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